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  Moonrise Diner


  The cushions of Phillip Swann's black leather executive chair sighed breaking the silence of the teak wood paneled office as he sank into the chair. Amanda Dark sat in a horseshoe shaped chair studying him from the other side of his massive glass-topped desk. His intense blue eyes were fixed on the letter he'd unfolded seconds ago after extracting it from the yellowing envelope Amanda handed him when she sat down.


  His jet-black curly hair, cut short as usual, appealed to her more every day they spent together. Her heart beat a little faster each time they met. If only he shared her deeper feelings.


  The law offices of Smythe, Wellington, Goldberg, and Thompson smelled of wood polish, which wasn't surprising since the Boston law firm had never removed the original teak paneling from the walls since it the firm first opened in 1902. Such expensive wood required constant care to maintain its gleaming, pristine appearance.


  Amanda imagined such attention to detail gave the firm's wealthy clients considerable confidence in the expertise of the firms seventy-five lawyers. Amanda eyed Phillip's square jaw, dimpled smile, and broad shoulders causing her heart to flutter.


  I certainly have confidence in the man I've loved since we met on Hook Island.


  Their first meeting had been eventful and dangerous so it wasn't a stretch to remember those events. Phillip invited her to Hook Island hoping she'd use her gift to help the ghost of the notorious pirate, Captain Henry Swann, his ancestor, to cross over to his final destination in order to free the pirate captain from his wanderings between this world and the next. And to ask Phillip's ancestor the location of a map so he could find Captain Swann's buried treasure reported to be worth a fortune.


  Since then Phillip, as an estate attorney, had teamed up with her, in her role as a paranormal investigator, to help a number of tortured souls to cross over. The jobs had been rewarding and lucrative for them both. Wealthy clients paid considerable sums for their services.


  Phillip finished reading the three-page letter then set it carefully on his desk. The document was quite old since it dated back to the nineteen fifties. She knew this because it originated in her late father's files.


  Amanda found the envelope in a file folder stuffed with power company bills dated in the early fifties she'd been about to throw away. She didn't open the envelope addressed to her father because the return address was for her Uncle Gib's place in Arizona.


  Uncle Gib, her father's older brother, had sexually abused her when she was twelve so anything he touched repulsed her. Her first thought was to burn the envelope to a pile of ash, to join her uncle who no doubt burned in hell, but something deep within her told her not to destroy this envelope. These feelings were something more than mere emotions it was important she listen to the spiritual voices calling to her.


  The postmark showed the letter was mailed from Moonrise Arizona. The date stamp in the postmark intrigued her the most because it was the day her uncle murdered his first wife, Lucy. Or at least the day he allegedly stabbed her to death.


  Her uncle had been acquitted of the murder, but had lived under a cloud of suspicion for the rest of his life. Family legend said Gib remarried, his second wife also named Luci (the only difference being her name ended in an i instead of a y), like his first wife, worked as a waitress with him at the Moonrise Diner. There could have been physical differences as well, but Amanda never met either of them so she had no idea what they looked like.


  As far as she knew no one in the family had ever met Luci the second even after Gib died. Frankly Amanda thought there never was a second wife.


  Amanda searched the on-line newspaper archives after she found the envelope and discovered coverage of Gib's trial. There was no mention in any of the news articles referring to a letter mailed to her father on the day of Gib's arrest. And there was no mention of her father testifying at her uncle's trial.


  Her father told her he turned his back on his brother after his arrest, until after she was born when they reconciled. Her father never explained how they buried the figurative hatchet to settle their differences.


  At the time Uncle Gib abused her she feared if she told her father it would create another split between the two brothers so she remained silent. Fortunately the abuse only happened once then Gib left Boston for the last time. When Amanda was thirteen Gibb ended his own life.


  She'd blocked his name from her mind for the past fourteen years until she found the envelope.


  Phillip, his eyes on the desk, his head forward, didn't say anything for several minutes. The suspense formed a knot of tension in Amanda's stomach and she grew increasingly restless as each second passed passing the time by shifting her bottom on the leather chair repeatedly as if she were unable to get comfortable. Finally, she couldn't contain herself any further. "Phillip, for goodness sake, what does it say?"


  Phillip looked up from the desk, his eyes free of emotion, to lock eyes with her. One eyebrow arched on his tanned forehead. "Your uncle wasn't who he said he was."


  Her heart skipped a beat. Breath, girl...."What do you mean?"


  Phillip sat back and sighed. "He claims he was an undercover operative for the Arizona State Police. He says someone killed his wife to send him a message."


  "Does he say who?" Now she was extremely interested. This had quickly become a mystery. She loved a mystery.


  Phillip gazed at her a pained expression on his face. "Something about inappropriate advances on a woman." He looked away avoiding her stare.


  Amanda's guts twisted pushing the acid taste of bile into the back of her throat. She thought she might vomit any second. She shuddered as the awful memory swept over her of her uncle's hands groping her. Memories of the stale liquor on his breath, mingling with the smell of salty sweat, and the spent cooking grease leaching from his pores paralyzed her.


  "Does he know who killed his wife?" she whispered in a trembling voice. Calling on inner reserves she pushed through the decades of pain and humiliation. Phillip shook his head.
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Atenrible family secret threatens to shatter Amanda's world.





